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Yes, the preacher's right, 'tis vanity all,
But the sweeping rebuke he showers

On vanities all may heaviest fall
On vanities worse than ours.

We have no wish to exaggerate

The worth of the sports we prize,
Some toil for their church, and some for their state

And some for their merchandise;
Some traffic and trade in the city's mart.

Some travel by land and sea,
Some follow science, some cleave to art,

And some to scandal and tea;

And some for their country and'their queen

Would fight, if the chance they had,
Good sooth, 'twere a sorry world, I ween,

If we all went galloping mad;
Yet if once we ef ace the joys of the chase

From the land, and out-root the Stud,
GOOD-BYE TO THE ANGLO-SAXON KACE !

FAREWELL TO THE NORMAN BLOOD !

Where the burn runs down to the uplands brown

From the heights of the snow-clad range,
What anodyne drawn from the stifling town

Can be reckoned a fan: exchange
For the stalker's stride, on the mountain side,

In the bracing northern weather,
To the slopes where couch, in their antlered pride.

The deer on the perfumed heather.

Oh ! the vigour with which the air is nf e !

The spirit of joyous motion ;
The fever9 the fulness of animal life,

Can be drained from no earthly potion !
The lungs with the living gas grow light,

And the limbs feel the strength of ten,
While the chest expands with its maddening might,

GOD'S GLOBIOUS OXYGEN.